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FIRST OF JANUARY 


AT 


PORT ROYAL. 


THE first Anniversary of the Proclamation of January Ist, 
18638, which lifted the terrible oppressions of many generations 
from the bodies and souls of three millions of Americans, was 
celebrated with fitting ceremonies, at Beaufort, S. C., by the 
Freedmen of Port Royal. That day is among the most memo- 
rable in our, or the world’s history, second only to the Decla- 
ration of July 4, 1776, in the grandeur of the hopes it inspired, 
and the beneficent results, already begun to be devolved, . 
which it promised. The Proclamation was the complement 
and practical fulfilment of the Declaration, relieving it from some 
of the exceptions and limitations, with which the political exi- 
gences and fancied state necessities of its time had conditioned 
its glorious principles, and which had made its living and eter- 
nal truths a mockery and a lie to one-seventh of the people of 
the United States. Though the reassertion of the Declaration 
was but partial and conditional, embarrassed still by the old 
expediencies and compacts of negation, it was in itself an assu- 
rance and guarantee of the ultimate, speedy, unconditioned re- 
cognition of its principles as the vital, organic law of human 
relations. It was such an assurance, because it is a decisive 
indication of the general mind, of which the government pro- 
fesses to be but the voice, and of the current of events, which 
was showing more and more distinctly that slavery and the 
rebellion were one, and that a true union and enduring peace 
and pardon are impossible until that root of evil and sum of 
all villanies is absolutely and forever destroyed. 
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A day to be commemorated above all, as almost visibly 
manifesting traces of the footsteps of the Divine Providence, 
the “Great Avenger,” accomplishing his purposes of justice. 
and righteousness through unwilling or hostile agencies, as 

well as through conscious co-workers. 

Nor less a day to be commemorated by the white Ameri- 
can; for he, too, was beginning to feel the tightening around 
his own neck of the same chain, which was crushing out the 
soul of his black countryman. 

As was most fit and appropriate, the first movement for the 
celebration originated with the Freedmen. Their committees 
were busy for several weeks beforehand, in arranging the de- 
tails of proceedings. The whole colored population entered 
into the spirit of the occasion with an eagerness and earnest- 
ness, evincing that they understood and appreciated its import 


/and its duties. They felt.it to be the birthday of their recog- 


nized manhood, the black man’s day of jubilee. 

The day was as unpropitious for a festive celebration, as it 
well could be—cold and with a piercing south wind, the most 
bleak and chilling of this region. But the inclement skies did 
not chill the enthusiasm of the people, and the programme of 
proceedings, previously announced, was successfully carried 
out with little variation or deficiency. ‘The civic and military 
procession was under the command of Col. T. W. Higginson, 
1st S. C. Vol. 

Of the civic procession, Jacob Robinson, a very intelligent 
colored man, a native of Beaufort, was the grand marshal, 
with the following assistants:—Peter White, Frank Barnwell, 
Charles Pringle, Joseph Jenkins, June Harris, Renty Fields, 
W. C. Morris, Prince Rivers, and Prince Singleton. 

At 10 o'clock, Col. Higginson’s regiment took the right of 
the line of procession on Saxton avenue. ‘The following was 
the order of the procession, as announced :— 

1.—The Friends of Freedom, (whites,) who proffer their 
greeting. 

2.—W ounded and disabled soldiers at this Post. 

3.—1st Regiment South Carolina Volunteers. _ 

4,—Detachments from other colored Regiments. 

5,—Colored laborers and mechanics in Quartermaster’s De- 
partment at Hilton Head. — 
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6.—Colored laborers and mechanics m the Quatermaster’s 
Department at Beaufort. 
7.—Pilots and Engineers. 
8.—Colored Sailors of the Navy. 
9—General Superintendents of labor and instruction. 
10.—Schools of Beaufort and vicinity. 

11.—Missionaries and Pastors of churches. 

12.—Freedmen of Beaufort city. 

13.—Freedmen of Port Royal Island. 

14.—Freedmen of Hilton Head Island. 

15.—Freedmen of St. Helena Island. 

16.—Freedmen of Ladies’ Island. 

17.—Freedmen of Paris and other Islands. 

18.—Representatives of other States. 

The procession marched through Bay Street to Camp Shaw, 
the camp of the Ist S. C. Vol., where there were soon after- 
wards joined by the Third South Carolina regiment from Hil- 
ton Head, commanded by Lt. Col. Bennett, and numbering. 
500 men. On the large open common near the camp, a plat- 
form had been erected. Above the platform was a series of 

four decorated wooden arches, surmounted by a fifth, on which, 
at the top, was.inscribed the names ‘ WASHINGTON,” and 
beneath “Lincoln.” The other arches bore the names, 
ADAMS, TOUSSAINT L’OUVERTURE, SHAW, and 
JOHN BROWN. 

The platform was occupied by those who were expected to 
speak, and by several ladies. The exercises were commenced 
with prayer by Rev. Abraham Murchison, the negro preacher 
on Paris Island. A hymn was then sung by the children of 
the public schools. The President’s Proclamation of Hmanci- 
tion was read by Gilbert Pillsbury, Superintendent at Hilton 
Head. Reuben Tomlinson, Superintendent on St. Helena 
Island, read the following New Year’s Greeting to the Freed- 
men, from Gen. Saxton, Military Governor of South Caro- 
lina :— 

A HAPPY NEW YEAR'S GREETING: 
To THE FREEDMFN IN THIS DEPARTMENT :— 

One year ago it was my privilege to announce to you the 
immortal Proclamation of Emancipation, by which that great 
benefactor of your race, Abraham Lincoln, President and Com- 
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mander-in-Chief of the Army and Navy of the United States, 
signed the death warrant of human slavery, and declared you 
forever free. | 

In the mysterious Providence of God this wondrous revolu- 
tion has gone slowly on through toil, sorrow, and blood; 
dark shadows have passed over many hearts, and many homes 
in our land are desolate. But in the midst of all this gloom, 
the beacon fires of liberty, which were lighted on the 1st of 
January, 1863, still burn, brighter and clearer than ever, and 
bid you hope on. | 

On the anniversary of this, the birth-day of your liberties, 
on the Ist of January, 1864, I therefore recommend you all to 
assemble at ‘Camp Shaw,” there to join in such exercises as 
are suited to the occasion. 
.} Come together with grateful hearts, and pay a tribute to 
the memory of those who have laid down their hves for your 
cause. \Come, as ‘little children,” with prayerful hearts for 
your friends who are yet in bondage.) Come with brave hearts 
pledging your own lives, if necessary, for their redemption, 
and be strong.in good resolutions for the future. Then make 
merry and be glad, for the day of your deliverance has come. 

R.SAXTON, 
Brigadier-General and Military Governor. 


Rev. James Lynch, an educated colored preacher of Balti- 
more, Missionary to the freedmen on St. Helena, responded to 
the New Year’s Greeting, and presented to Gen. Saxton a 
sword, in behalf of the freedmen of this Department. In pre- 
senting it, Mr. Lynch spoke as follows :— 


Response to General Saxton's New Year’s Greeting to the Freed- 
men, and Presentation of a Sword by Rev. James Lynch. 


General, please accept the sssurance that your greeting is accepted with 
feelings akin to those which prompted it. Speech is unequal to the demand 
of this occasion, a better response than can be made by it is the sight be- 
fore you. Hope and confidence are everywhere readable in this great as- 
semblage—joy and delight beam forth from the countenance, and find ex- 
pression in the sweet songs of liberty that peal forth this day in all the 
sublimity and simplicity of heartfelt earnestness. 

We well remember the midnight time of American oppression, when from 
the towering point of its colossal power it dictated terms to the nation— 
flung the dark shades of gloom over a helpless race—hid from them every 
hope—libelled the Deity, and claimed his authority for its infamy. We re-. 
member, too, how the falling pieces from Sumpter’s walls—like the crumbling 
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clay from the mountain’s side—betokened that destruction of Southern insti- 
tutions based on oppression which is now scattering materials to be gathered 
by the Disciples of Liberty to build a new foundation and fabric, according to 
the design of the Architect of the universe. 

This day recalls to our memories that period of the nation’s agony, when 
pregnant with the great idea of liberty to the slave—a mighty struggle was 
going on to give it birth, force and effect ; and how constantly and fervently 
the assistance of the Divine Being was employed by the despised ones whose 
voices unheard in halls of State, penetrate into His most secret chambers ; 
how with untiring effort, flaming zeal, consummate skill and profound pro-_ 
found wisdom did the friends of freedom serve at their posts. 

This day—this scene—reminds us that the struggle was not in vain; its 
success gave the inestimable boon of liberty to many thousands in this Depart- 
ment, and many thousands more in the Southern States. It has made the 
starry standard dear to our hearts, and invested it with a glory second only 
to Emmanuel’s cross. The bleeding slave, emaciated, worn out and nearly 
starved—with all the inspiration of hope—strains his eyeballs to see the 
‘‘banner floating in the sky,’’ and courses through woods and marsh and 
creeks, with the yelping bloodhound on his trail and bullets flying thick and 
fast around him, happy if he can but breathe his last under the silken folds 
that bespeak him free. We mourn this day over the circumstances which 
have rendered necessary the many terrible sanguinary conflicts that have 
piled up heaps of the slain and crimsoned the flowing tide, armed thousands 
of rebels infatuated by the love of gain—blinded by the passion of politica; 
disappointment— sti// seeking to reverse God’s decree by making man a slave 
and counteract His purposes by striking down the leading sister in the great 
family of nations. But as we look over the carnage, and see how heavily the 
losses of these enemies of God and man are telling upon them—how with a 
maddened tone of despair their leaders speak—what mighty fires of liberty 
the Union soldiers are building all around them, we are reminded that their 
destruction is not far off, when we shallsay of them:as the poet says of Baby- 
lon :— 

“¢ How art thou fallen, who saidst in pride of soul, 
I will ascend above the starry pole, 
Thence rule the adoring nations with my rod. 
Spilt in the dust, thy blood pollutes the ground.” 


~The stream of loyal blood which is flowing in mighty current—strong, 
pure and noble like the fount from which it bursts, shall bear this nation” 
with all of its inhabitants to a height of moral and political grandeur that 
shall be the standard for an advancing world—combining the excellencies of 
ancient civilization with all the desirable elements and characteristics of mod- 
ern—throwing out the golden cord of assistance to every political element of 
the globe. 

With this stream the black man’s blood has, and shall continue to mingle. 
Our race have no pledge to make but action. But the nation’s uniform is 
upon them—they will never disgrace it. Commit the honor of that flag to 
their keeping—recreant they will never prove, never, no never ; but bear it in 
triumph or die by its side. They are ready to repeat Port Hudson, Milliken’s 
Bend aud Fort Wagner. 

We sve near at hand a glorious future, when everywhere the slave-driver’s 
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lash shall be buried beneath the soil of Freedom—miserable slave huts give 
place to smiling cottages—whipping-posts, stocks and pillories, to school 
houses—-overseers and drivers, to school teachers and preachers, and the glad 
chorus of liberty sung by four millions of rejoicing, disenthralled Freedmen. 

On this day our hearts turn to the friends of our race, who have suffered 
in our behalf. In our heart of hearts we will cherish their memories. As an 
expression of the gratitude of the Freedmen of this Department, over whom 
you have had control, I have the honor to present to you, General, this sword. 
You have thrown around the people a kind and vigilant protection—inaugu- 
rated a system of free labor under the direction of those whose hearts were 
true—encouraged teachers and ministers to come among them; by your en- 
couragement over sixty-five schools fiourish—the people are self-supporting 
and fast improving. Sir, outside of this Department has our race felt you to 
be a benefactor. ‘* Your example has a magnet’s force.’? Accept then this 
testimonial from these thousands who now gaze upon you, and if you should 
leave your high position here for the field of battle, when that sword is 
unsheathed may it remind you that thousands of an oppressed race are com- 
mending you to Him who reigns above us. 


The sword is a beautiful one, of exquisite workmanship and 
device. The finely polished scabbard bears the inscription ; 
“To BRIGADIER GENERAL SAXTON, Military Governor, as a 
testimonial of the gratitude of the Freedmen of the South, for 
his sacrifices and labors to secure their liberty, protection and 
elevation. Beaufort, Jan. 1, 1864.” 

On a small silver shield projecting from the top of the scab- 
bard is the legend, suggested by Robert G. Shaw, “‘ Dro Pa- 
TRIA. TrBt.” To thee, for God and our country. 

Gen. Saxton acknowledged the elegant gift in. the following 


speech : s 
General Saxton’s Speech. 

My Frienps,—This weapon suits me well, and I shall ever be proud to wear 
it. Ithank you sincerely for this unexpected token of your good will and 
affection, and for the kind words you have spoken in presenting it. It gives 
me the assurance that my humble efforts in your behalf are appreciated. This 
kind remembrance has made for me a most pleasing episode with which to com- 
mence a New Year’s experience. I accept this beautiful sword, the gift of Freed- 
men, with a solemn determination to wear it in your cause, the cause of Free- 
dom, untilevery slave is made as free as you are to-day ; until the President’s 
emancipation proclamation shall have become a living reality throughout the 
length and breadth of our land ; until glad shouts shall ascend from every 
cabin in the sunny South ‘* we are free,’’ with no discordant note to mar the 
grand chorus of liberty, or one heart poor enough to do honor to the hideous, 
ghastly monster slavery, which has cursed your race so long and bitterly. 
On this Happy New Year’s day rejoice and be exceedingly glad, for its days 
are numbered. It has been weighed in the scales of truth and justice and 
found wanting. If some of its barbarisms still linger to show where it has 
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been in the fair sunlight of liberty which has dawned upon us they shall all 
disappear, for it is written in letters of living light on the portals of the 
future, ‘‘ you are forever free.’’ 

It is now more than two years since I first came here and spoke to you of 
liberty. It seemed to me then that your scarcely understood the meaning of 
the word. Iam happy to tell you that I think you understand it now, and 
that your progress has far exceeded my most sanguine expectations. I believed 
it would take long years of freedom to make you what you have become. When 
I remember your destitution and ignorance, and then in contrast look upon 
these thousands of happy and hopeful faces come together to celebrate a glo- 
rious anniversary, I feel that freedom is indeed a blessed boon, and am thank- 
ful that I have been permitted to have purt in the work of your redemption, 
You must go on as you have begun in this career of improvement ; onward, 
ever onward, be your motto, and ere two other years be added to the great 
record of the past we may see these islands covered with neat cottages, each 
the centre of a happy home, little farms well tilled, school houses built and 
teachers hired to instruct your children. These islands are as fertile as any 
upon which the sun shines, the rivers and bays swarming with the finest fish ; 
the necessaries and luxuries of life are produced here in rare abundance and 
excellence. 

It is indeed a goodly land, and will richly repay all the labor and skill which 
you may expend in its cultivation. The fine sea island cotton grows here, in 
great luxuriance, and with the free and willing labor of freemen its product will 
be increased tenfold. This rare production is destined to prove an endless 
source of wealth to you. I can see imaged in the future a splendid career of 
prosperity for you if you are industrious, brave and true. Trust in Provi- 
dence and fear not. Skies will brighten, hearts will lighten. Then, methinks, 
shall that mournful pathos which seems to have saddened all your songs, 
which tell in their simple way the whole story of your wrongs, give place to 
more cheerful melodies speaking joy and hope, instead of sorrow and des- 
pair. Some have thought that even Nature here was draped in mourning as 
if in sympathy with human wrong. If so then she can don a gayer livery 
and no longer® hang her gray moss like a funereal pall over these grand old 
oaks. 

Soldiers you are in arms fighting for all that is dear to a man in life, liberty 
and manhood for yourselves and yourrace. As you value your future in this 
world and that which is to come, it behoves you to stand fast by the old flag— 
your only hope is its success. If it is trailed.in the dust in dishonor, there is 
nothing in the future for you but endless toil and slavery. Asa friend, let me 
tell you to stand fast and firm, whether you receive ten dollars a month or 
nothing. . 

You are fighting for that which is of more value than money. Stand firm 
whether our cause prospers or seemingly declines. It is God’s holy warfare we 
are waging. Stand firm, and never ground your arms until the Union is re- 
stored and your race is free. Then lay them down in peace, and I will place 
this sword among my jewels. 


Col. Van Wyck, of the 50th N. Y. Vol. was called to the 
stand, and addressed the assembly as follows :— 
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Colonel Van Wyck’s Speech. 


This day is the anniversary of your freedom. Yet by far the greater num- 
ber of your color are still in the bonds of servitude. Not only the problem 
of your liberty, but that of the Anglo Saxon on this continent is again on 
trial. The slaveocracy have undertaken to tyrannize the white men of this 
republic. The question is important to you, whether your claims shall be 
broken, the prison doors open and the captive set free, but it is of infinitely 
greater concern to me, whether white men shall be reduced to a moral, 
spiritual and political despotism more galling than any you endured. Horri- 
ble as was slavery, cruel as were its exactions, unrelenting as were the task- 
masters, inconsistent as were its dogmas with the principles of republican 
government, reproachful as was its stain upon our national character, still for 
its destruction did not this war begin. While the Constitution did not legal- 
ize slavery, it recognized the right of each State to regulate social and domes- ~ 
tic institutions, thereby tolerating the unnatural monster of human servitude. 

Slavery was becoming everywhere aggressive. The thirst for gain blunted 
still more generous impulses and stimulated passions and appetites that gen- 
erations of despotism had produced. Yet no blow was struck in defence of 
human rights. The laws of emigration were interrupted to stem its black- 
ened tide over the free plains of the West. 


‘* Our brothers crossed the prairies as of old, 
Our fathers crossed the sea, 
To make the West, as they the East, 
The homestead of the free.”’ 


Not to destroy their institutions, but save our own; not to despoil their | 
homes, but preserve our own from desecration. Only to protect from slavery 
what our father’s and their’s dedicated to freedom. In the contest with 
reason and truth, in the struggle with the brawny arms and iron nerves of 
free labor they failed, yet, in reality, lost not one slave, nor less the luxury 
of scourging women and children, only the privilege to extend an institution 
condemned by man and cursed by God. As tyrants always do, they chafed 
sorely at defeat, and appealed, first, to the ballot to determinegwhether the 
sturdy pioneers should be sustained by the strong hand of the nation. How 
significant for that crisis and this, that the child of labor and free institutions 
should become the champion and defender of those institutions, and by the 
votes of the people, the guardian of the Constitution and the rights and 
privileges it guaranties. The pure in purpose, the honest in heart was 
elected President ; and the name of Abraham Lincoln has become worthy of 
the position you have given it this day, near to and under that of Washing- 
ton. Freedom again breathed easier, and rested once more upon the field of 
its victory panting from the toils of the chase, but not for its victim. Not 
one of the rights of the slaveholder was stricken down; not one ray of 
hope to the oppressed, not one chord in the gloomy orchestra which wailed 
your woes, echoed your griefs, attuned with the least glimmer of the opening 
dawn, so soon to be ushered in with the rattle of musketry and the roar of 
cannon. For us, and not for you the battle was fought and victory supposed 
to be won. 

Tyranny again defeated now appeals to the last resort of kings. That flag 
baptized on the battle fields of the Republic, which trembled in the grey 
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dawn of the morning, when the star of a new republic twinkled its uncertain 
rays through the dark chaos of troubled night, and drooped its moistened 
folds in the dew of evening, after shock and battle clouds of day wrapped d:- 
parting light and the patriots hopes in gloom. Covering, at first, thirteen 
feeble colonies, then embracing thirty-one States, each an empire, yet here 
only a star in the constellation, was trampled in the dust and despised. 
Slavery’s hatred had become treason’s poison. On the battlements of Sump- 
ter was shot away that flag in which were enshrined the prayers and hopes of 
earth’s toiling millions, gently protecting the fugitive from the despotisms of 
the old world, yet when unfurled in the breeze, making nations tremble as 
it were with the tread of armies, shaking thrones already tottering, and causing 
cruel monarchs to clutch with nervous grasp crowns already shaking on 
their brows. 

See now the retributions of Providence: that Sumpter has become despoiled 


of its greatness, and already its ruins are mingling with the waters of 
the sea. 


That gun fired on Sumpter was against us and not.you. Against free gov- 
ernment and liberal principles; then it was our rights and not yours invaded ; _ 
our wrongs, not yours to be redressed. 

‘Months of the war lengthened into years. for along time slavery, which 
was supposed to be the weakness of the rebellion, became its strength; you 
planted the seed and gathered the harvest; you dug the ditch and built the 
fort. A terrible delusion, almost fatal to the nation, looked.upon slavery as 
almost divine. ‘ 

When the attempt was made in Missouri, South Carolina and Louisiana, to 
weaken the enemy by confiscating and using slaves, it was interdicted ; and 
instead, proclamations guaranteeing protection even to slavery, and making 
apologies for daring to come and plant the stars and stripes where treason had 
polluted the soil. At that time this war was not a war of emancipation. 
There seemed thenno prospect of your redemption. At the first Bull Run, 
orders were issued that no slaves should be harbored within our camps, and 
the brave black men who ferried wounded soldiers at Ball’s Bluff, were liable 
to be returned to chains and stripes. In some cases, the insolent slave 
owner was protected in searching for his chattleized humanity within the 
lines of the American army. This was then no war for emancipation. 

Many at the North could see no horrors of war, except when Southern homes 
were invaded and Southern hearthstones made desolate, would go into parox- 
ysms at the thought of servile insurrections, at the imaginary sight of burning 
buildings, and women and children fleeing from the dagger af the unchained 
negro. They represented the negro as cruel, unr elenting and revengeful. 
Unfortunately, the Government was too tender of the divine institution, and 
well nigh cost the nation’s life when defeat was pressing hard at every poing 
the enemy stabling their horses and almost calling the roll of slaves in the 
cities of the North, when the displeasure of Almighty God was being visited 
almost to our destruction, it was determined to wage the war in earnest, and 
use all means Providence had placed at our command; and from that time 
negro soldiers, negro sailors, and negro farmers have aided to our success. 

Fifty thousand black men have been elevated to the cundition of freemen 
and soldiers in the great army of the republic, from whose glittering bayonets 
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this day the reflected sunbeam bear to all realms, even the darkened bi. 
the idea of universal liberty. 

The negro soldier has not proved the friend that patriots so tender-hearted 
for the sufferings of our enemies thought and hoped. No matter had he been, 
the enemy caused this war, they stole from the republic its smiles and joys, 
leaving instead, sighs and tears—they have planted the yew tree and cypress 
in every grave-yard at the North—they have covered the mother and wife in 
the habilaments of mourning—and the child’s playthings they have moist- 
ened with his tears for a father who will come not back again—by the side of 
every rose they have planted a thorn. Do you ask for mercy and pity fora 
people who have thus despoiled us? We love our homes in the North better 
than the homes in the South—our own brethren of the North better than the 
men of the South. Our sympathies are with the women and children of the 
North. If we can save the one by destroying the other, then let them be 
destroyed. 

If unchaining the fiend will work our deliverance, then let the fiend be un- 
chained. I would no more check a servile insurrection that was overwhelm- 
ing the rebellion, than stop a conflagration in Charleston, or an earthquake. 
the Almighty should open under them; or a tornado, sweeping their 
mountains and valleys; or a deluge bearing their cities from the earth 
forever. 

Had this war terminated a year ago, you would not now be rejoicing in 
freedom. How much more grandly the Almighty designs than the mightiest 
intellect can conceive. The American revolution was commenced to obtain 
the rights of British subjects willing to recognize the authority of the Crown. 
And the Almighty led our armies as He did the wise men of the East to the 
cradle of a Divinity. This war waged to restore a broken Union, to weld 
once again disjointed members, is being directed to the deliverance of a long 
oppressed people, and, it may be, to the establishment of liberty throughout 
the world. The simple despotism of Russia and the pure Democracy of 
America, may be the upper and nether millstone to grind to powder the 
thrones, and those who sit on them, ofthe despotisms of Europe. 

How slowly fall the scales of Justice when riveted by interest and ignorance. 
One class said the negro would not fight; another, that his warfare will be 
as that of demons, and the civilized world will be shocked at his barbarities. 
Facts have shown the fidelity of both; he fights, and fights as a Christian 
warrior, patient under the accumulated wrongs of centuries, he is equally so 
in seeking revenge. No braver soldiers have fought, they quailed not in the 
deadly breach. By their own blood and wounds they have earned a title to 
be recognized as freemen and soldiers, and nothing but the most petty. 
malignity and craven cowardice would withhold what has been so dearly and 
nobly won. oy 

The great experiment of emancipation is on trial in this Department. The 
freedmen have shown themselves soldiers, the Government should now give 
them an opportunity to become citizens in those rights guaranteed by the 
Declaration of Independence, the right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
happiness. 

How fortunate for them that the commanding General of this Department, 
whose genius and skill has despoiled South Carolina of its tower of strength, 
has by an order twice repeated, protected them in the rights of American 


18 


soldiers. That the General commanding this post, whom you have this day 
honored, at the same time honoring yourselves, in the presentation of a 
splendid sword. He fights in freedom’s cause, for freedom’s sake alone, he 
struggles for an oppressed humanity because he respects the rights of man. 

The history of this Department establishes that the freedman can take care 
of himself. Who has not wondered at the thrift, industry and economy 
they manifest. Scarcely aman but has laid away sufficient to purchase a 
homestead. The nation has grown great, partly on their labors and griefs ; 
yet always treated as beasts of burthen, denied a knowledge of even the 
alphabet of literature, business and social relations. Take the child from the 
cradle, and would you expect him to walk alone ? 

It has been the wont of slaveholders and their apologists to aemeen slavery 
because it was a patriarchal institution. The Jews aforetimes were supposed 
tohold slaves. If these gentlemen desire so much to re-enact Jewish history, 
the time has certainly come to putin practice one of its most interesting por- 
tions. You remember the children of Israel had long been in bondage in 
Egypt ; they had toiled forty years wandering in the wilderness, and a 
whole generation had perished. In the plains of Moab the Lord commanded, 
‘To take the sum of the people from twenty years old and upwards, and 
unto these the land shall be divided for an inheritance, according to the 
number of names. * * * According to the lot shall the possession thereof 
be divided between many and few.’’ 

Again, near Jericho the Lord said, ‘‘ Speak unto the children of Israel, and 
say unto them, when ye are passed over Jordan unto the land of Canaan. 
Then ye shall drive out all the inhabitants of the land from before you, and 
destroy all their pictures, and destroy all their molten images, and quite 
pluck down all their high places. 

“‘ And ye shall dispossess the inhabitants of the Land and dwell therein, 
for I have given you the land to possess it. 

‘‘ And ye shall divide the land by lot for an inheritance among your fami- 
lies ; and to the more ye shall give the more inheritance, and to the fewer ye 
shall give the less inheritance. Hvery man’s inheritance shall be in the 
place where his lot falleth, according to the tribes of your father ye shall 
inherit. 

' “But if ye will not drive out the inhabitants of the land from before you, 
then it shall come to pass that those which ye let remain of them shall be 
pricks in your eyes and thorns in your sides, and shall vex you in the land 
wherein you dwel!.”’ 

Thus said the Lord to the escaped freedmen of Israel ; so let a mighty 
Government deal with the freedmen of this time. Let them give to every 
man a portion of the lana. This people are crossing the Jordan of their 
history, and their Canaan is before them. 

Admirers of the patriarchal institutions, in the name of the Lord bid them 
drive out the inhabitants and divide by lot their possessions. What a swecp- 
ing confiscation act was thus given to the Jews. No doubt many Canaanites 
interposed constitutional doubts, and claimed constitutional rights to the land 
they enjoyed, but the Lord said dispossess the inhabitants and divide the 
land. Doubtless many tender-hearted talked of the cruelties of war, and the 
barbarities of the emancipated Israelites, but the Lord said, ‘‘ Destroy all 
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their pictures, and destroy all their molten images, and quite pluck down all 
their high places.”’ 

Then were waged by the freedmen of Israel, bloody destructive and annihi- 
lating wars. As the heathen fled to Beth-harron the Lord cast down great 
stones from Heaven, ‘‘ They were more that died with hail-stones than they 
whom the childreu of Israel slew with their sword. It was then the sun 
stood still upon Gibeon, and the moon in the valley of Ajalon. Then the 
Canaanite, the Amorite, the Hittite, the Perrizite, the Jebusite and Hivite 
with horses and chariots very many, were defeated at the waters of Merom. 
When there was none of the Anakim left, ‘‘ Joshua took the whole land 
according to all that the Lord said unto Moses, and Joshua gave it for an in- 
heritance unto Israel according to their divisions by their tribes. And the 
land rested from war.’? Such was the war the Lord waged against his 
enemies. Would that ahalf million this day had arms in their hands. The 
armed rebel deserves death, and no matter whether the ball that pierced his 
brain, or the dagger that finds his heart is sent by the keen sight and strong 
nerve of his former slave. I would much prefer to go with my comrades to 
their peaceful homes in the North and leave it for the slaves to subdue our 
enemies, and settle with their masters on a fair field for the wrongs which 
ages of servitude has inflicted. 

But whether white men or black fight out this battle, we indulge the hope 
that the die is set and slavery doomed. We cannot believe that the shadow 
on the dial will ever go backwards, the Almighty never works miracles to 
aid injustice and crime. ; 

We are told that the despotisms of Hurope are against us. Be it so. 
Were it otherwise we might question the right and doubt the result. We 
expect that hoary wrongs will shake their locks at us. Dynasties red with ~ 
the blood of patriots will mock and deride us; that thrones built upon the 
crushed hopes and bleeding hearts of generations; and crowns whose dia- 
monds are set in the life-blood of martyred heroes. 

We cannot, we dare not yield a hair’s breadth in this struggle. This 
country, with its Constitution, laws and rights of American citizens were 
bequeathed to us not for our enjoyment alone, but to perpetuate and transmit 
to those coming after us, and cursed be the tongue that utters a word of conces- 
sion until the rebellion be destroyed and our enemies subdued. When our 
fathers gave us Bunker Hill and Saratoga’s plains, they also gave us York- 
town and Trenton. We are as much entitled to one as the other, and 
our right to each we will never surrender. Every star on that banner has 
illuminated and each stripe inwoven with the history of this republic. Not 
one must be erased or plucked out, though you and I and this whole genera- 
tion perish. It will require only one-third of a generation to refill our places. 
What is the life of a man or men, ora generation, compared with that ofa 
nation. No matter though we as individuals perish, if the republic lives. 

“They never fail who die in a great cause.’’ See the millions that have 
struggled and died in the mere effort to attain the rights of man; see the 
battle fields of liberty where the blood of heroes have been shed in vain. | 


‘* Oh, if there be in this earthly sphere, 
A brow, an offering Heaven holds dear, 
"Tis the last libation Liberty draws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause.” 
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Can we not cheerfully give up our lives to retain that which no nation ever 
before attained? It is ours now, let us renew our vows of loyalty and devo- 
tion ; and swear, as did Hannibal on the altar of his country, that we will 
ever keep it until :-— 


‘* The last red blade be broken, 
And the last arrow in the quiver,’’ 
coaaiith ds were also made by Lt. Col. Elwell, Chief Quarter- 
Master of the Department, and Doct. Brisbane, of the Tax 
Commission, and the following poem, composed by H. G. Judd, 
Superintendent on Port Royal Island, was read :— 


Emancipation Day. 





FIRST ANNIVERSARY. 


O dark-browed sons of Afric’s burning clime ! 
Ye have not always been in bondage held : 
In early centuries there was a time 
When Hannibals in noble deeds excelled, 


And Scipios were valiant, and your race 
Could marshall patriot hosts to fight 

For precious Liberty, and home, and face 
Stern-featured death in the defence of right: 


And the Arts flourished, where your fathers’ graves 
Are now most curious monuments of skill, 

Which hold the sleeping forms of mighty braves, 
In rusted armor, bearing weapons still. 


There came a time when luxury stole away 
The strength and virtue of that sunny land, 
y And ignorance grew, tillits degrading sway 
Reached from Egyptian temples, to the southern strand, 


Then avarice—the lust of glittering gold— 
Brought the freebooters of a northern State ; 

And Ethiop’s kings and serfs were bought and sold 
As merchandise, the chattels of a later date. 

And thus began the shame and sin, the crime 
Of holding men in thrall, as shackled slaves ; 

For which our country suffers in this time, 
O’erwhelmed by war’s red, desolating waves. 


Wronged for two hundred painful, lingering years ; 
Cheated of life’s most valuable estate ; 
Bound hand and foot, in unavailing tears ; 
The sport of lustful tyrants, and of fate ; 
What wonder that the longed-for, blessed hour 
Of broken chains, and freedom should be hailed ! 
While noble men—rare prophets—by whose power 
The hideous evil had been long assailed, 
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At last are recognized, and gratitude 
Thrills in a million hearts, that such 
Have toiled, and could not be subdued, 
' Until with voice and pen they wrought so much. 


A year has passed since that auspicious day 

Which named you FREEmEN, and proclaimed it just, 
And thousands since from bondage fled away, 

In God and Liberty have learned to trust: 


(Recal the charge at Hudson, count your Wagner dead, 
\ Heroic to the last, true patriots all ; 
Naw the immortal fallen at their head, 

nd doing most for freedom by his fall ! 


Thank God there are no cowards in your ranks, 
But He who penned this glorious document,* 
Has not alone a people’s voice in thanks, 
Their hearts’ best blood is in the service spent. 


And when the banner of the stripes and stars 
Shall wave above a people wholly free, 

And you can point to honorable scars 
As proofs of sacrifice for liberty ; 


This day the first in each glad year shall be, 
Through all later and your children’s days 

Kept as an annual festival, your Jubilee 
Four million voices singing psalms of praise. 


A sword, procured by the Freedmen, was then presented to 
Col. Higginson, with an appropriate address, by Rev. Mr. Hall, 
another educated colored minister from the North. 


Rev. Mr. Hall’s Address. 


Friends and fellow-citizens :—I am here to present to Col. Higginson this 
beautiful sword, on behalf of the colored citizens of Beaufort and vicinity. 
I had prepared myself to make a fifteen-minute speech, allowing myself 
about five minutes to get up steam and get under way; but the time being 
far spent, prudence dictates to me the great necessity of brevity. First, it is 
very chilly ; and secondly, Ithink quite sufficient has been said. Colonel 
I present this sword to you as a token of the highest appreciation of these 
noble-hearted colored men. As an officer commanding, you have the entire 
confidence of this regiment ; you have won the deepest affection of the pub- 
lic by your loyalty and patriotism. Colonel, these men say to you, through 
me, they sincerely hope that God will spare and protect your life to see 
peace once more cast her golden beam across the extent of this whole coun- 
try, in view of which they will stand by you, sir, while there remains a 
single star or stripe to float in the air; and that these stars and stripes shall 
only fallwith their manhood, and not upon their bruised and mangled 
bodies. 


* Emancipation Proclamation. 
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They say to you, Colonel, go and they will ever follow; they say to you 
Colonel, as commander :— 


‘* Strike, till the last armed foe expires, 
Strike, for your altars and your fires, 
Strike, forthe green graves of your sires, 
God and your native land.’’ 


Reply of Colonel Higginson. 


{ receive this costly testimonial as a compliment paid, not to myself, but to 
the regiment which it is the greatest honor of my life to command, The 
career of that regiment belongs to the history of the nation. It did not, it 
is true, take part in those great contests which have been alluded to by 
, other speakers. But, before these, there was another contest, greater than 
that of Port Hudson ; a fortress of prejudice to be stormed, stronger than 
Fort Wagner ; and in that contest it was the honor of this pioneer regiment 
to lead; and now fifty thousand black soldiers are filing through the breach 
where, at first, yonder bayonets were the only ones which gleamed. The 
claim of this regiment is, that by its earlier successes, its drill and discipline, 
its expeditions along the whole Southern coast, it made Port Hudson and Fort 
Wagner possible, for it opened for colored soldiers an opportunity. It is a 
fact which I have from excellent authority, and which I never can forget, that 
the Government at Washington waited, before fairly committing itself to the 
policy of arming the blacks, to hear from the expedition to St. John’s River, 
last March. When it was known that the black soldiers had taken and held 
Jacksonville for ten days, unaided, save by the gunboats, and without com- 
mitting an act of outrage, then it was that Adjutant General Thomas was 
sent on his official mission down the Mississippi, and the new era of the war 
began. 
I receive therefore with pride and gratitude this testimonial of regard from 
these freedmen of South Carolina, who, engaged in civil pursuits, yet wish 
thus to testify their sympathy for military duties. You bought me this, my 
friends, with gold; I have another, which my own men won for me with iron, 
having little gold to give. Last July, when they drove back the rebel bat~- 
tery at Wiltown Bluff and took possession of the place, they found in one of 
the houses this sword of the old army pattern, and stated to be the property 
of Brigadier General Hagood, now in command of that military district. The 
sword of a rebel Brigadier they thought a very good present for an Union 
Colonel, and I have worn it ever since. I cannot promise to value your 
present more than theirs; but I will try, God willing, never to disgrace 
either. 


The exercises were ended, and the assembly dismissed with 
a blessing pronounced by Rev. Mr. Wayland, of Worcester, 
Chaplain of the 7th Conn. Vol. 
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